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Good Morning 


Author's Notes: 
This was written the day after Henkka spilled some news that set a lot of worried minds at rest. 


Thanks to Lia for the look over and encouragement! :) 


"Henkka." 

"Henkka, sto - oh." 

"Henkka, p-please, l'm gonna." 

Moaning softly, he arched his back, a shudder running though him. 


With one last flick of his tongue, Henkka let go of Marko's ripple, leering at his boyfriend. "You're gonna what? 


Come?" 


Marko rolled his eyes. "Late, yes!" 


"Oh, | can make you come much earlier, no problem," Henkka grinned, lowering his lips again, holding his lover's 


gaze when he kissed a trail down his chest. 
Whimpering in frustration, Marko tried to push him off." To school, dammit!" 


He sucked air through his teeth sharply as Henkka dipped the tip of his tongue into his navel, and started 


licking small circles around it. 


Biting his lip hard, he grabbed Henkka's shoulders to hold him off, wriggling out from under him. "Enough now, 


and don't give me that look. You know this is important to me." 
Henkka sighed. "I know, | know." He skidded up, lying down on his side, his arms held out for Marko, looking at 


him with huge blue puppy eyes. "One more kiss?" 


EK 
"Now really, | gotta." Marko turned his head a little, but was pulled back immediately, his lips claimed again 
"Henkka, | goddagedub!" 


"Jus' a second," Henkka mumbled, sliding his hand over Marko's side to the small of his back, possessively 


drawing him even closer. "m not gonna see ya for the whole day." 

Marko sighed, giving in when Henkka deepened the kiss, and snuggled into his tight embrace. 
For a moment. 

"Okay, seriously." He pulled back to be able to look at him. "I have to get up now." 

He kissed the tip of Henkka's nose, then rolled out of bed. 


Ignoring his boyfriend's grumble, he disappeared into the bathroom. 


eR 


The scent of coffee wafted through the apartment when Marko was dressed and ready to go. He went into the 
kitchen, and watched Henkka close a plastic box. 


"Your coffee is on the table, just sugar no milk" Henkka turned, and mirrored the beaming smile Marko had on 
his face. "And this.." He took a step towards him, and walked him to the kitchen table, pushing him until he sat 
on the top. "Is your packed lunch for today, and | don't wanna find a crumb left of it in the evening." He held 
the box right into Marko's face to lend weight to his words, then put it aside. 


"You know there's a canteen -" 

"And you think its enough to eat only once a day while your brain's working all the time, and you already make 
a habit of skipping breakfast?" Leaning forward until Marko had to brace his arms behind himself, Henkka 
looked at him intently. "H's just a snack Use it." 

Marko's eyes were wide and innocent, yet a smile danced around the corner of his mouth. "Um - thanks, then." 
"You're welcome." With a satisfied nod Henkka put his hands on Marko's knees, then leered at him, pushing his 
legs apart with a slight jolt. Sliding his arms around his waist, he grabbed his ass and pulled him close, forcing 


him further back until he had to support himself with his elbows. 


"And when you get home," Henkka growled softly, the tips of their noses touching. "First thing I'm gonna do is 


rip your clothes off and continue where | have to stop now. Are we clear?" 
Marko grinned. 


‘Clear as day," he murmured against Henkka's lips, and kissed him once more. 


